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among the guests, and the bride starts up from
his side with a cry of alarm. A pet leveret
runs across the floor, followed by the girl of
the ducklings, who catches it and presses it to
her cheek as she caresses it.
"That's the mad girl," the people whisper
to each other, and the servants try to take her
from the room. She pays no heed, however,
and seats herself down before the bridal pair,
scanning them with childlike curiosity. There-
upon Kanti asks her her name: she does not
answer, only rocks her body to and fro, while
some of the guests break out into laughter.
Another question, in which he asks after her
ducklings, is again without effect, save that the
girl looks up gravely into his face. There let
us leave the mystery, which readers can solve
for themselves when the book of these stories
is added to the writer's other English books.
But the figure of the young girl, as she first
appears at the water-side, or as she sits after-
wards with the leveret in her arms looking up
and wondering, lives still as the veritable spirit
of the place where she is seen. Rasik is only
the agent of her unapproachable maidenhood;
the indicator of the mystery.